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City of the Czars? He discussed the merit of the
new verses he had received from Paris, and spent
three evenings in drawing up the regulations of the
Comeclie Franchise. In the morning of October 15,
lie took a puerile pleasure in dating this decree from
Moscow. That evening, in the drawing-room which
he occupied at the Kremlin, just beneath the Czarina's
apartments, when the candles were lit, and a huge fire
was blazing in the fireplace adorned with marble and
gold, he spoke with satisfaction of the decree that he
had that morning signed, in order to get in this friv-
olous distraction some relief from the secret anguish
which rent his soul without betraying itself upon his
face. Then he strode up and down the room, talking
freely about art, literature, Gorneille, and Talma.

Nevertheless, time pressed. October 13, there fell
a slight frost, without in the least disturbing tho line
weather, indicating to all that the time had come for
a final decision: if Moscow was to be abandoned, there
was not a moment to lose. October 18, a beautiful
morning, just when the Emperor was reviewing1 Mar-
shal Ney's corps, the sound of cannon was heard in
the direction of the outpost of the King of Naples;
the Russians had resumed hostilities without even
proclaiming a truce. There could no longer be any
question of negotiations for peace. Napoleon hesi-
tated no longer. Moscow was to be abandoned the
next day.

The illusions prevailed up to the last moment*
October 17, two days before the retreat began, Mtwv